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Lxra
Into thy garden please let me roll.
You like a moon companied by women -
Wheel in view for me in Sripuram then
Grant me coral eyes as isles of atoll.
May I gather auric dust and shoal
On thy carpet-walk incarnadine
That I may Big-bang them all by one sign.
And dance upon a paradigm of a whorl
Of seven and seven-worlds ever over head
Such orbs myriad poised on the seshan-hood
Or I may pulver all to an ash bed.
And sprinkle the talcum dust on cosmic-Brood
O! auric-alluvia-rich cradle-steed!
Unscience me into your Rtus subdued.
LXIV
Shall  I wait on Vasantha or Sharat?
For I deem thy dust diamentiferous,
Feet-pollen with a high refractive muse
Scattering me into a million hues!
Ma walk thy soft feet lotus'djn a breath,
Now, tripping, come, abide, nestle in mirth,
Of breezy morn in laasyam as you choose,
Come ninefold clad and deck'd in honey dews
Of pearly lustre unfastening, but,
Like that distant celebate starry eye
Would you let me gaze and think thy thud
E ery step a cunning stroke for eightfold weal?
Would I then listen to the nenuphar bud
Plop open on a Crystal- Pond and feel
A long projeny unbroken well bred
And ancestry in a ceaseless cereal!
i                                     Ets and sacred scripture As one l-know-not-field, a great hiccup Of analytical thought, its stricture In an envelop in unconvey'd step Towards yours, a draperied picture! destiny, yuga and its mime.
